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thereby liucth,i$ te bc no cotfnterfeit, but thc trueandperfcA 
inugeof hrcindecd.The bectcrpartof valour is Difcret.on- in 
thc which betterparf, Ihauefaued mylife. Zojinds Iamafraid 

o * tins gtinpowdcr/»fmV.though hc bc dead : ho w if he fhouM 

councerfeic too,andrife? by my faythy tafuafraide Jie wouM 
prouechebetter counterfcit? thcrcforcllcmakchim furc-vea. 

and Ilefwearc I lcilde him. Why may noz he rife as vyellas I ? 
nötning confutes me but eycs, and no body feesmc: therefore 
fii ra, with anew wound inyourthigh, comc you alono- with 
mc. c { °* . 

Hc tak& vp rlotfburon his backe. Eni sr Prmce ayd 
Iohn af Lancaflcr. 

Prin. ComeBrother/öÅ/7/uilbraucly hafi thou flefiit - 
Thy mayden Sword. 

Iohn. But foit,wJiQ hauc weheere? 

Did you notteil me this fatt man was dead? 

Prin. I did, I faw himdead* 

Breathles, and bleeding on the ground. Art thou aliuc? . 

Oris itfantafie that playes vpon oureye-fight? 

I prethee fpeake,we wil.l not truft o ur eyes 
Without our eares,thou art not what thoij feetjift.* 

FaL No, thatscertaiiiCjl arunotadouble manrluitifl be 
ii o t Iacke Faljlalffe, t hen am la lacke: thcrcis Percy^ if your Fa- 
ther willdoemeany honqur,for if not, let. hini kiU the next 
Percj himfelfe; Ilooke to be eitha* Earleor Duke, Icaaaffure 
you. 

9m. Why Percy T kild my .felfc,and faw thee dead. 

Fal. Didfi thou rLordjLord, how the worldis ginen toly- 
ing ? I grauntyou, l w as downe,and outof breath,and fo was 
bilbur werofeboth a t au inffant, and foughta.long houre by 
Shrcwesbury clocke,iff may be beleeuechfo : ifnpt,let themtlut 
fhould revvard Valour,bcare the finne vpon their owneheads. 
Ile take it vpon my de^th,I gauehiin this wound in the thigh, 
ifthexnan vvere aliue,..&woulddcny it,Zounds Iwould.makc 
him eatc a peece of my Sword. 

Iohn. This is the ftrangeft talc that euerlhcnrd* 

, ‘firr*. This is the flrangéff !felJo.w,brothef Iohn,' 

C.ome bring your luggage nobly on your backe, 




Btnry the fottrth '. 

For my part,if a lie may doe thee grace, 

Ueguildeitwith the happiefttcarmes I haue. 

A retreatisfounded. 

Prin. TheTrmnpetsfoundRctreatjtheday is ours: 

ComeBrother.lets to thehigheftof theField, 

To fee what friendes are liuing.who are dead. Exeurtt. 

Tal. Ile follow as they fay for reward. Hc thatrewardes me. 
God reward him. Ifldoe grow great,Ue grow leffe ? for Ile 
Purge,and leaueSackc,and liue cleanly,as a Nobleman fhould 
doe. Exit. 

The Trampets fmnd,enter the King^PrinceoftVales, Lord 
Iohn of Lancafier Marie ofWefimerlandjrith fVor- 
cefier and Vernonpnfontrs. 
ifwg-.Thus euer did Rebelhon find rebufce. 

Ill fpmtcd lVerceflcr,ii<i not wc fend Grace, 

Pardon, and tearmes ofLoue to all ofyou? 

A nd wouldft thou turne our offers contrary, 

Mifufe thc tenor of thy kinfmans truft? 

Thrce Knights vpon our party flainc to day, 

Å noble Earle.andmany a ereatureelfe, 

Had been aiiue this houre, 

Iflike a Chriftian thou hadft truly borne 
Betwixt our Armies true intclligencc. 

Wor. WhatIhauedone,myfafetievrgdemeto. 

And l imbracethis fortunepatiently, 

Sincenotto beauoyded.it fais on mc, 

rk^^A^ Carc Worce fl er to tlie dcath.and Vemon too : 
UthcrOffenders we willpaufevpon. 
now goes the Field? 

T\.''c' no ‘ 3ie Scot Lord D oivgLi;, w h e ti he faw 

1 hc fortune of the day quite turnd from him. 

1 he nobl ePercj flainc.and all his men, 

Vpon thefoot offeare.fled with the reft 5 
And falling from a hill.hc wasfti bruizd, 

1 hat mc purfu; rs tookc him. At my Tent, 
c Timglas is,and I bcfeech your Grace, 

Imay difpofe of him. 

Kin f. 
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